[xiv]           PHOEBUS WITH ADMETUS              75
Bulls, that walk the pastures in kingly-flashing coats !
Laurel, ivy, vine, wreathed for feasts not few !
You that build the shade-roof, and you that court the
rays,
You that leap besprinkling the rock stream-rent:    90
He has been our fellow, the morning of our days ;
Us he chose for housemates, and this way went.
God ! of whom music
And song and blood are pure,
The day is never darkened
That had thee here obscure.
GEORGE MEREDITH.
XV
SENT FROM EGYPT WITH A FAIR ROBE  OF
TISSUE TO A SICILIAN VINE-DRESSER (276 B.C.)
PUT out to sea, if wine thou wouldest make
Such as is made in Cos : when open boat
May safely launch, advice of pilots take ;
And find the deepest bottom, most remote
From all encroachment of the crumbling shore,
Whore no fresh stream tempers the rich salt wave,
Forcing rash sweetness on sage ocean1 s brine ;
As youthfxil shepherds pour
Their first love forth to Battos gnarled and grave,
Fooling shrewd age to bless some fond design.            10
Not after storm ! but when, for a long spell,
No white-matted horse has raced across the blu$; ^
Put from the beach ! lest troubled be the weBW'/ ^
Less pure thy draught than from such depth were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